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Autumn, 1988 
James was always very much stuck in his ways. 


He always knew what he liked and what he didn't and he didn't feel the need nor even the curiosity to go 
beyond those walls. 


The older he got, though, the more bored he grew of routine. 


Girlfriends came and went. A few of them had the audacity to let James write about them before leaving. 
Regrettably he allowed himself to be influenced by the lives of those girlfriends and-as fame became harder 


and harder to ignore in his life, girlfriends who weren't also fans became slim pickings. 


There was a point that he realized he was likely never going to meet another woman who both wanted to be 
romantically involved with him and didn't know who he was prior to their initial meeting. He also realized that 
there would be fakers, those who played dumb to get on his good side. The worst part of those types of girls 
was that they were obsessive and desperate, and he'd learned by then to associate those traits with wild, 
extreme behaviors. Not only did they know things about him that he was sureweren't public but they'd cooked 
up detailed fantasies without his knowledge. Suddenly new girlfriends sounded more dangerous and energy- 


sapping than they ever seemed before. 


He would have much preferred being involved only with people he knew and could trust. It was just too hard to 
try and get to that point with new faces before declaring a relationship. So, he decided he was no longer looking 
for a relationship. Girls were officially off-limits. 


As genius as the idea seemed at the time he never considered the surprise consequences of his own actions. 


The girls he'd cut off had already done their damage, and all it took was a little bit of sexual frustration to 
fuel a fire he didn't know he was capable of igniting. 


On a stuffy, hot Friday night in Las Vegas, James lost the key to his hotel room in a packed bar. It was nearing 
three in the morning, and the woman who had greeted them in the lobby was nowhere to be found when they 


returned. So, asking for a replacement key was out of the question 
The panic never quite set in, how could it with the way they drank anyway? 


"You can stay in mine, I've got a.a couch bed, | think" Kirk had offered. He was still slurring his words and 
rocking on his feet but his offer seemed genuine and conscious. James groaned and rubbed his face. The lobby 
of the hotel room reeked of cigarettes, and all it did was remind him of the addicting feeling of nicotine rushing 
to his head. Smoking-another habit he'd killed before a girlfriend reintroduced him to it. "Yeah, that's-that's 


fine..what kind of fuckin’ Vegas hotel quits runnin’ shit before dawn anyway? Jesus." 


Their hotel was odd. They usually went for the least flashy dwellings possible but subtlety didn't exist within 
the city limits of Las Vegas. He only remembered which one they were meant to stay in because he had 


photographically memorized the naked statues of women outside the front entrance. 


Kirk's room was even more odd than the one James had left his junk in. He'd get it in the morning, but for now 
all he could do was gawk at the red and gold ornate details of the room. A king sized bed in a tiny separate 
bedroom with far too many pillows and runners, not to mention weirdly suggestive vertical metal bars. Kirk 


paid for everything himself, so he got whatever upgrades or arrangements he could just for fun. A bathroom 


to the right of the bedroom with a jacuzzi bathtub, a shower head on the ceiling, frosted glass to the 
bathroom rather than a solid door. From what it looked like, the shower and the bathroom itself were one in 
the same. No curtain, no lip or slip-mat, just a grated hole in the middle of the tapered marble floor. 

There was a couch bed across from the TV, just not the pull-out motel style couch that James had been 
expecting. It was more like an asymmetrical loveseat, one with a curve of the backboard that looked a little too 
fancy and a little too glittery for James: liking. 


Curvy. Feminine. 


"Is this a honeymoon suite or something? Mine doesn't look like this," James observed, scanning over the room 


and running the pads of his fingers over the granite countertops. ".how much are you paying?” 


"You don't wanna know." Kirk laughed. He saw the discomfort in James’ face. His pale brows were pointed 


downward and his lips were pressed together tightly under his thin mustache. "I'll take the couch. You can take 


the bed" 

"No, it's fine-lm cool on the couch. It just looks a little-" 
"Girly?" 

"| was gonna say uncomfortable" 


"Sure you were." Kirk was digging through his bags, scrounging around for his bottles of shampoo and 


whatever else. "I'm gonna take a shower. I'm paying too much for this fuckin! room not to use all its amenities.” 
"Not the jacuzzi tub?" 

"| feel like less people have had sex in the shower." 

James chuckled and threw himself into a bar stool. The TV remote was there next to a complimentary ‘Do Not 
Disturb’ sign and a bucket of ice and wine. He shuddered at the thought of someone seeing the two of them go 
inside that particular room together. 

God, what could they be thinking? 


| might crack into this bottle while you're gone." 


"Be my guest" Kirk dismissed, shutting the frosted door behind him. There was a floral pattern in the glass, a 
kind of curving and curling paisley design, and the lights inside seemed dim and dusty. Orange. 


Sensual, really. 


Couldn't we have just stayed in a fuckin' Motel 6° Or the bus for christs sake? 


James had already popped open the bottle of wine, poured himself a glass from the cabinet and clicked on the 
TV by the time he heard the shower run. He paid it no mind. Or rather, did his best to pay it no mind. 


Flipping through the channels all he could hear was the water hitting the ground, then hitting skin, then the 
ground again. He tried to turn up the volume of the TV but the buttons were stuck. Trying not to come to 
any conclusions as to what the buttons were stuck with he instead got up to turn up the volume the old 


fashioned way. 
Steam rolled underneath the door. 


He had girlfriends that would have loved this room, he thought, as he clicked the TV. They would have loved 
the Do Not Disturb sign, because it was an instant indicator of sex. They thought it was thrilling for other 


people to know even if they couldn't see it. 


Don't even get them started on the glass bathroom door. If the toilet was within another small room inside the 
bathroom the way it was then it was obvious it wasn't just an error straying from the blueprint. It meant 


that frosted glass was there for a reason. 

To see the shower, and the tub, of course. To press hands and tits and faces against it to break up the steam. 
This wasn't the honeymoon suite. There was no way. It was too dirty and voyeuristic to be romantic. 

Even worse for anyone watching. 

The frustration and curiosity was almost unbearable as they swirled around each other within him. He got up 
again, telling himself it was to refill his wine glass (which he had to quickly polish off in order to justify a 
refill). His eyes flicked over to the glass, and his mind conjured up an image of a body, maybe it was the 
statues in front of the hotel, pressed against the glass. The longer he stared the worse it got, the more 


realistic and believable, until he found himself zoned out and dead-eyed. 


His mind was wordless but preoccupied. So much so that when his vision suddenly became a clear view of Kirk 


on the other side of the glass he hardly noticed. 

He had his arms above his head, shaking the soap from his hair underneath the faucet on the ceiling. His back 
was to him, though he could hardly tell. The silhouette was vague and ghosted but the warm color of his skin 
was unmistakable. 


James kept staring, taking a long sip of the chilled wine. 


He turned to the side, and his waist was so small the frost of the glass nearly skewed it into obscurity. With 
his head tilted back he shook out the water and ran his hands over his face and head, slowly. 


Subconsciously James narrowed his eyes as if to try and clear the glass. He took another long sip and let the 
wine sit on his tongue for a moment. It was sweet, cherry wine maybe, and just strong enough to burn the 


guilt from his throat. 


He finally broke from the trance when the sound of the water stopped. He scrambled back to the couch to 
seem like he had been there the entire time, but the sweat rolling down the side of his face was more telling 


than the guilty look on his face. 

He heard the door handle open and realized he never heard it lock, or unlock 
Had he done that on purpose? 

No, no-he probably just forgot. 

“Whatcha watchin?" Kirk's voice nearly startled him off the couch 

You, apparently, James’ mind barked 

"Uhh..dunno. Old horror movie or something.” 


He tried to familiarize the black and white, high contrast film on the TV before him but didn't seem to have 
any record of it in his brain. Not that he was running on all cylinders, anyway. Kirk had sauntered out with 


nothing more than a towel around his waist, and all he could focus on was not looking. 


Kirk squeezed the water from his hair, and narrowed his eyes at the screen "Looks like House on Haunted Hil 
That's Vincent Price." He held onto the towel around his waist with one hand and pointed to the actor on the 


screen, 
"Of course you would know." 


"What can | say?" He shrugged, and giggled that sweet high giggle, displaying all his crooked teeth and dimples. 
Not that James was looking out for them. 


James had to blast through half the bottle on top of however much he'd drank throughout the night just to 
shut his mind up long enough to fall asleep. He never freed himself of his jeans or his shoes even, he didn't 
want it to let him think too hard about what Kirk was sleeping in just a room over. His pair of skimpy red 


briefs and what looked like one of James’ own shirts. His Faith No More shirt, which was a little baggy on 
himself and looked like a flat-out dress on Kirk. 


He woke up before Kirk by the grace of his own internal clock alone, a little bit hungover but determined to 
make it down to the front desk before the gamblers and get into his room undetected. 


His own bathroom was behind a solid door. He wondered why that was but thanked the gods of Las Vegas that 
he could forget about the floral frosted glass long enough for a shower. Scrubbing off the guilt and the 


tension. Scrubbing off whatever possessed him to watch his guitarist shower. 


Trying, and failing, to scrub the image out of his mind. It left too much room to the imagination and his 


imagination was fucking powerful. Frosted glass be damned, his memory of that scene was clear as day. 
He'd seen enough of him onstage and otherwise to fill in the blanks. 

But why, why, why did he want to? 

And why did he need to see it again so badly? 


The next show was in Arizona. Hot, arid, exhausting Arizona. And naturally, the heat stripped men of their 
clothes without concern for comfort, at least to those around them. 


Through a crack in the bus' bathroom door, he watched Kirk stretch free of his clothes and run a cold 


shower. 


Why had he left it cracked? Not just unlocked this time, but open James sat in the bus table across from the 
bathroom door with his head in his hands trying to hide his peeking the best he could. 


"Are you trying to give everybody a free show in there or what?" Lars’ round, accusatory voice exclaimed as 


he shut the door on his way past it. 


James nearly snapped at him, but Lars knew him too well and saw through him too easily to let that sort of 
thing slip. So he stayed quiet and directed his gaze back down to the open magazine on the table. 


He managed to put himself at ease for a while. Just reading the articles in the magazine, maybe it was Rp, 
something he could get behind and understand enough to feign interest. The door finally cracked back open with 
the blaring loud silence of the faucet no longer running. He saw a warm tan arm slip through a crack in the 
door, covered in goosebumps from the chill of the water. Blunt black fingernails tapped on the wood. 

"Hey James? You still there?” 

A pang of heat flushed through his neck and chest like he'd just been caught in a lie. 

"yeah?" 


"Can you grab me a towel?" 


He thought he might never get a chance to see him in this state again, so he did nothing to stop his eyes 
from running from the floor to the top of the doorframe as he got up to get him a towel from the cabinet. 


Finally, the blurred memory because a truthful reality, and he caught a two inch gap-in-the-door glimpse of 
Kirk stark naked and dripping. Smooth, dark, nearly completely hairless and free of any imperfections. 


To keep his suspicions away, he cleverly covered his eyes with one hand and blindly handed him the towel with 
the other. 


It felt like pure evil to play a show at an outdoor venue in Phoenix. If he had a say in the matter he would 
have wiped it from their tour manager's calendar out of spite. He stayed on the bus as long as he could, 
fanning himself with his Rp magazine and holding his hair in a high handful away from his neck. It felt like the 
air conditioning had gone out but their driver swore that it hadn't. 


Maybe it was just the small fixation with his guitarist that had spawned keeping his heart rate through the 
roof and his body temperature feverish. 


No. Thats not whats happening Its just the thought of the girls in his same position That's all 


Though his thoughts hadn't stayed on the girls. In fact, he was actively trying to forget those girls. Why would 


he suddenly want them around again? 


The truth was, he didn't. Kirk checked all the boxes. Not an obsessive, creepy, female fan, not a stranger, and 
perfectly at his disposal, whenever he wanted him. 


He kicked himself for that final check. It wasn't fair to Kirk to think of him that way. He was minding his own 
business, not bothering anybody. 


Except..he had left those doors unlocked and opened. 


"Okay, what the fuck is your issue?" Lars threw himself down in the seat next to him. "You've been planted in 
this fuckin’ bus for an hour and a half. We're trying to set shit up for rehearsals, Het" 


"Yeah, | know, l'm just-" 


"You need to get drunk and jerk off or something. You're all-" he moved his hand around in a circle, analyzing 
the state James was in. "..fuckin' hot and bothered" 


"Yeah, I'm hot and fuckin’ bothered. It's hot as shit and I'm bothered by it 
"No, you're like a cat in heat," he mocked, "when's the last time you got laid, ah?" 


"| don't fuckin’ know, Lars. l'm fine." 


"Whatever this is, it's not fine." He stood back up, pushing himself off his knees and reached for the handle of 
the cooler. He cracked open a bottle of Heineken on the wall bottle opener and handed it to James. "Crush that, 


get your head straight and help us unload. You'll have forty fuckin’ girls lining up to get their hands on you 
after the show and you'll be back to normal." 


James took a needy chug from the ice cold bottle and pressed it to his neck "I'm really not in the mood for a 
psycho groupie right now.’ 


Lars frowned at him in shock and put his hands on his hips. He was just as exhausted, sweat dripping down his 
neck even with his hair tamed in a low ponytail, at least the layers that weren't stuck to his forehead. There 
were sweat stains in the sides of his tank top and a deep red flush on his face. "Since when?" 

"Since they all act the same. Totally fuckin’ nuts. They want weird shit and when they're done they flip through 
your wallet. It's just not worth it" He chugged half of the beer in one go and finally stood back up to help. 
Maybe the mundanity of unloading their equipment trailer would bore him back to normal. 

"What the fuck have you been doing with them?" 


"| don't know. They either want you to choke ‘em to slap ‘em or open the fuckin’ windows and doors so 


everyone can see. I'm just not into it.” 
Lars' face suddenly cracked into an open smile. James hated that look He only had it on his face when he knew 
something he wasn't supposed to, and that was often. "You're telling me the mighty Hetfield likes boring, 


mormon, vanilla missionary?" 


James sighed an exhausted sigh and tried to step past him out of the bus, but Lars’ skinny toned arm crossed 
the doorway blocking his exit. "Or is it something else?" 


"Get out of the way, dick’ 

"No, no, | get what's going on" 

"You want my help or not?” 

"You're bored of chicks" 

James threw his head back and wiped his face free of sweat. "What do you want from me, Lars?" 

He just laughed in disbelief and finally retracted his arm to let James through. He stormed down the steps 
from the bus but didn't get far enough away to avoid hearing Lars say, "Just try to keep your pants on 


around the guys Tonight, ah?" 


His heart could have burst from his chest. The blistering sunlight burnt extra hot against his already flushed 
skin 


Nothing got past Lars. Not even an inarticulate secret. 

Thankfully music was so much James’ second nature that it went off without a hitch, for the most part. They 
had a few songs off the new Justice album that he was excited to play live for the first couple of times, so 
the distraction was welcomed. Unfortunately Lars never let go once he bit down, and James could feel his eyes 
burning holes into his back, watching his body language, all night. 

ust dont look at him. 

It was easier said than done. Especially as Kirk's huge smile and infectious, excited energy beamed from him on 
stage. Running past him like he did, swapping mics and stage sides with Jason Overall, normal show, if not for 


the sweltering heat that didn't let up until the set was half over and the sun was long gone. 


"You done eye-fucking him yet?" Lars said a little too loud for James' liking as he sat next to him in the 


dressing room. He was still peeling the wires off his back and unraveling the tape from his fingers. 


"Jesus," was the only thing James could think to say. He took a long swig from his beer and tried not to make 


any regrettable eye contact. 
"You think | didn't see you?" 


"Enough, okay? | get it. lim just strained as shit, I'm exhausted and | wanna get the fuck off this tour as soon 
as possible." 


"Quit changing the subject" Lars smacked his shoulder. "Just talk to me, Het. You'll feel better if you do, ah?" 
"No fuckin’ way, loose lips." 
"You think | can't keep a secret?" 


James wondered where the fuck Kirk and Jason were and if it was far enough away not to hear Lars. "No | do 


not." 


He cursed how quickly his own hands warmed the beer bottle. He wanted to swish the taste of his own words 
out but it just wasn't cutting it. Beer wasn't strong enough anyway. He needed something that stung. 


"Can | offer you some advice, Het?" 
"God, do you ever stop talking?” 


Lars ignored him. "Do something about it now before it blows out of proportion. Yeah, sure, you know, you're 


just frustrated or whatever on the road. | can get that. But you'll see how fast it can get bad" 


"What's that supposed to mean? That sounds like a fuckin’ threat." 


"Its not a threat," he patted him on the back and stood back up, crumbling all of his discarded tape into a ball 


and tossing it once in the air, catching it. "it's a promise." 


James rolled his eyes and finished off his bottle. He hated how poetic and dramatic Lars always made things 
out to be. 


"I think you'll be surprised, anyway." He said, as he left the locker room. 


James hated when Lars was right. 


The next few dates crawled by. They'd played eight nights in a row, no time to breathe much less rest and 
recover. Days turned into weeks, casual encounters became nearly insufferable and James felt sick in the head, 
all the exhaustion and frustration (which he could only hear uttered in Lars’ guileful voice) drove him to 


sleepless nights and an overactive imagination. 
Its the girls’ fault, he thought, / was never like this before they fucking ruined me. 


Kirk seemed so oblivious, which had made the growing obsession even worse. He hated to even call it that-it 
sounded so creepy, so wrong, but he couldn't think of a better word for what he felt. Every time Kirk spoke 
James just imagined his voice in gasps, or mewling out his name, every time he walked past him he breathed in 
the air he stirred and every time he, god forbid, allowed himself to look at him, he saw everything his clothes 
hid. His stupid horror shirts and painted-on jeans. They may as well have been invisible. 


He stared at his own reflection in the bus window and saw himself as bad as those creepy obsessive fans he 
was trying so hard to forget. Worse, even. This wasn't an idol or a celebrity crush that he had. It was his own 


friend, his own colleague, his own bandmate. 


His eyes drifted up in the reflection and he caught Kirk sitting at the table, his cheek in his palm, reading a 
horror magazine he'd picked up at the last stop. Mouthing some headlines, smiling at some extra gory pictures. 
He just watched for a while, darting his eyes back down at the blurring road every time it looked like he was 


about to lift his head. 
Kirk caught his eyes one time. He smiled, and looked back down. It was enough to send him over the edge. 
He had to excuse himself into the bathroom, double, triple checking to make sure the door was locked and 


leaving the light off. He didn't want to catch his own reflection again while he took care of the problem making 
his jeans a bit too tight. 


Maybe the wrongness made it more exciting. He wasn't sure. All he knew to do was curse the girls that ruined 


his usually under-control libido and make sure to make absolutely no sound in that bathroom. 


It was easier said than done. It was far from the first time he'd jerked off on the bus, hell, it wasn't even the 
first time he'd jerked off that day, but he could mark it down as the first time he'd needed to do it because 
Kirk smiled at him. 


All the man did was smile. He smiled at him hundreds of times a day. So why was it that this time, it made his 
heart jump and his blood rush south? 


So as he spit into his palm with the water running to muffle the sound, he pretended he was stuffing a couple 
of fingers past Kirk's pretty lips. He imagined him rolling his eyes into his skull, spilling drool from the fat of 
his bottom lip, sucking on his fingers as they moved slowly back and forth on his tongue. He wrapped his 
fingers around himself and shut his eyes tight, formulating an image of Kirk on his knees, his hands politely and 
neatly folded behind his back, his eyes huge and glassy in the low light. He imagined himself bending him over 
the edge of the tiny bathroom counter, making himself watch his faces in the mirror, creating both fantasies. 


Bent over, but his face still visible. Every last inch of his body freed and bare. 

Soon he was struggling to keep quiet, not quite letting the rumbling moans he felt in his chest out but unable 
to quiet the quickening pace of his breathing. It felt too unsatisfying, too boring and stale. His own hands simply 
were not going to cut it any longer. But they'd have to do for now. 


In James’ absence, it left Lars to call the hotel for the night and the day off. And Lars, clever and conniving as 


he was, called in three rooms rather than four. 

"You what?" 

"They only had three more for the night, Het" 

"So call a different fuckin’ hotel! 

"Already paid for." 

"Fuck!" He threw his half-full beer can down in frustration and stormed inside the hotel. 

Typical James outburst. Small pocket of anger. They all knew how to deal with it by then, Lars more than the 
other two. He prayed his little scheme would work, if for nothing else than to get James back out of his own 
head again He wasn't entirely sure how things would play out, hopefully it was nothing more than a good long 


talk. 


He knew James a little better than that, though. 


When Kirk finally came up to the room he was meant to share with James, he came both with a bottle of 
Smirnoff and a whole arsenal of questions. 


"Why didn't you bunk down with Lars?" He asked, tossing his bag onto floor next the couch. Subtly suggesting 
he'd take it this time, since James took it the last time. 


"| don't want to be anywhere near him right now." James said, nibbling on his thumb and staring out the 


window at the view of whatever city they were in Rochester? Syracuse? 


"why?" Kirk said. While he waited for an answer he let the bottle of vodka slip into James’ lap. He jumped and 
whipped his head up to him, where he was offering James a sweet little grin 


He couldn't look him in the eye. He just took the bottle and chugged a few shots worth. 

"He's just getting on my nerves," he gasped, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. Kirk took the neck in 
his hands and brought it up to his own lips, tossing back the same amount if not more. Suddenly the bottle 
was a quarter way gone. "..you know how he gets. All cocky ‘n shit" 


"Jesus, tell me about it" 


Kirk laid lengthwise on the couch and kicked his shoes off onto the floor with a loud sigh. "So what are your 
plans for your day off?" 


"Where the fuck are we?" 

"Buffalo." 

Buffalo. He knew he'd get it eventually. 

"Get drunk. Eat more than | can stomach, pass out" 


"That all?" Kirk's fingers crawled along the table until they wrapped around the TV remote. He clicked through 
a few chamels before landing on another black and white film, halfway finished and muffled as all hell. 


James tried to think of something more interesting to say, but he was preoccupied with steadying his 
breathing. 


Being around him was suddenly difficult. It never had been before. He was his little buddy, his twin axe, never 
the object of desire. Never before. 


Maybe a passing thought here and there. Maybe a jealous twinge of his pretty hair and perfect skin 


sometimes, maybe a normal observation of whatever he happened to be wearing. 


Fuck. He always felt this way, didn't he? 


"Kirk! 


He leaned his head back to see James still sitting at the desk and looked at him upside down with his huge 
eyes. "Yeah?" 


"Can | ask you something?" He said his words towards the floor. 

"Yeah, man, anything." 

"You ever had a girlfriend, or somebody that-that fucked you up? | mean-like..” 

"Hasn't everybody?" 

"| mean like." he trailed off and finally looked up, to see Kirk flipped onto his stomach resting his head on his 
hands. He looked enthralled. James couldn't choke out so much as another syllable without another swig of 
vodka, "like sexually." He coughed around the sting of the alcohol. 


"What happened?" Kirk said flatly, his tone suddenly shrouded in worry. 


"No, nothing, just..l've just been feeling sort of weird and fucked up lately. Like the shit these girls wanted to 


do is somehow like..like what | want. You know?" 


"yeah, | guess so. But its over now, right? Nobody's forcing you into anything, right?" How ironic. If only he 
could hear James’ thoughts. 


Before handing the bottle back to Kirk he took a few more mouthful chugs. It was now halfway finished and he 
would be completely plastered in only a matter of minutes. Maybe that's just what he needed to get these 
things off his chest and finally put an end to his dilemma. 

"No, nobody. I'm totally alone as we speak." 

Kirk almost seemed to form ‘but with his mouth but stopped himself. 

But Im here with you now. 

"What is it that you want? Or whatever your brain is telling you." 


You | want you. So fucking bad ls this want really turning into a need? 


"Just weird shit, you know. Like stuff I've never thought about doing before. Does it make me a piece of shit?" 


Kirk screwed the cap back onto the bottle and smiled again. "Absolutely not. You're human, your brain can do 


literally anything whether you like it or not. | wouldn't worry about it” 
But | do like it. | Ike it too much Thats what Im worried about 


James could feel the shallow burn of the alcohol in his stomach and how it entered his bloodstream. He 


shuddered and took a huge breath. He was nice and loose then, rice and confident. 
Nice and creative, too. 


Maybe Kirk would take another risqué shower with the door wide open. Maybe he could get a good, long look at 
him. Maybe he could think even worse thoughts about him. 


Ruining his pretty face. Tugging and yanking him around by his curls. Feeling the goosebumps on his skin 


"What's this movie?" James asked, motioning towards the TV. He tugged the chain of the desk lamp and let the 
dim light of the TV fill the room. 


"Lust of the Vampire, or something like that? | don't know." 

"But you know everything," James teased. He'd finally worked up enough confidence to sit with him the couch, 
waiting for Kirk to curl his legs back up to make room. Kirk just tossed them back over James’ lap when he 
got comfortable. 

James was biting back with more restraint than he really had. He didn't want to seem too uncomfortable, for 
fear of the suspicion turning back around on him, so he let his arms relax atop his thighs. His heartbeat was 


climbing and pounding but at least his hands didn't shake. "you're like our horror encyclopedia 


"Its one of the first Italian sound horror films," he mumbled. He seemed at ease, relaxed and calm. "it's 


alright." 

"See. You do know everything" He said. Kirk smiled and rolled his eyes. 

James' brain screamed at him to touch him more. To grip his thigh tight, to tug at his belt loops, to do 
anything. He kept his gaze strictly to the TV screen If he didn’t he could see exactly what he looked like 
underneath those clothes. 

"Jesus," James muttered, pinching the bridge of his nose. "..that shit hit me like a fucking bus." 


"You didn't eat anything, did you?" 


James faked a dismissive, blasé attitude that he didn't really have. "Nah. Not really." 


"You should have said something, | would have brought food up here." 

"Getting me drunk is plenty. | need that more than food." 

What I really need is to tear those clothes right off of you 

"No, you don't. Hold on, I'll go get us some pizza or something.’ 

Of course. The perfect middle ground between a carnivore and a vegetarian. Pizza 

Kirk stood up off the couch and started towards the door, and before he could do anything to stop himself 
from doing it James reached out and grabbed him by the back belt loop. Kirk stopped in his tracks and swung 
his head back around, confused. 

"Don't-..don't go." 

"James? Are you okay?" Kirk worried, knitting his eyebrows together. James was flushed, he looked like he was 
already beyond drunk and helpless. He retracted his hand like he'd been burned and rubbed his mouth in what 
looked like shame. 

"| don't know." 

"You gotta tell me what's going on You're acting fuckin’ weird, man. Seriously. Are you okay?" 


Maybe it was the strength of the alcohol, he wasn't sure. But something was telling him to simply go for it. 


The consequences he was so used to telling himself, over and over, every time those same images flashed 


before his eyes were suddenly so quiet. Too quiet. They sounded like they were leaving his mind, even. 
Kirk sat back on the couch and never took his eyes off James. His chest rose and fell a little bit heavier, 
faster, and his eyes darted across Kirk's entire body. He bit the flesh of his lip and took a huge breath in 


through his nose. 


He was about to reiterate his question for the third time before he was instead grabbed by the face, and 


forced into a wildly uncharacteristic kiss. 


While his eyes rolled into his skull and he threw his own hands over James' on his face he remembered what 


Lars said, in the hotel parking lot. While Kirk was picking up James' beer and wiping his hands off on his pants. 
"Youre bunking with James." 


‘Okay, why? 7 


‘Because | said so. Im pretty sure he wants to talk to you. But you know him, he doesnt know how fo do that, so 
he's probably going to do something other than talk." 


"What's that supposed to mean?" 
‘lust trust me." 
Trusting Lars was a dangerous task, but he did it this time. 


If Kirk's surprised moan into his mouth was anything to go by, James would say he made a pretty alright 


impulse decision. 
God, Kirk thought he'd never do it. 


He'd been leaving the door to the shower unlocked and open for far longer than James had been noticing. He'd 
dropped subtle hints, subtle enough to play off as a joke but so blaring fucking obvious to him that he was 
floored James never picked up on them. Sharing his mic onstage, bunking with him whenever possible, always 
offering to watch a movie or go out on the town together. Always bringing a bottle, just one, for them to 


share. 
Maybe Kirk's advances were just too sweet and humble for James to see, past his own monstrous ego. 


James' tongue fought its way into his mouth, still soaked in vodka Kirk squeezed James' fingers around his 
face and parted to gasp, just for a second, but long enough to feel the growing intensity in James’ demeanor. 


Kirk had never been in a situation quite like this one before. Never with someone so much bigger than him, so 
much more violent. He wasn't sure what the correct move was but his body certainly did, and it wanted him 


to climb into James’ lap. So that's what he did. 


James’ low, rumbling moan tailed off into a sigh when he felt his weight shift so significantly. Suddenly the 
object of his obsession was reciprocating, straddling his hips, relaxing so that the curve of his tiny waist fit 
perfectly in James' huge hands. He could no longer keep them from shaking, and shake they did, gripping his 
waist so tight he could have put his thumbs through his skin. 


"Holy shit," Kirk finally gasped, smiling in the dim light of the TV. James had to hold his breath so as to not fly 
off the handle. 


"You need to tell me to stop," he warned, hiding in his mass of golden waves. "..now." 
"What? No, no fucking way." 


"Kirk, I'm serious. If-.." he allowed his hands to slip a little further, until he was gripping Kirk hard by the hips 


and curling his fingers into the fabric. He was so beyond reason he was sure he could rip the denim if he tried. 


"if | don't stop now you're gonna regret it" 


That second growled warning, James short of breath and trembling with want too easily satisfied, made Kirk's 


entire body ache. 

He'd pictured this so many times. It seemed unobtainable. 

He just shook his head and went back in for another hungry kiss. 

He'd yearned to be at the frontman's mercy for years. There was just something about him he could sense. 
Something bubbling just underneath the surface and never allowed to breathe-that was, until his girlfriends 
started to break it out of its shell. Push him out of his comfort zone a bit, make him feel want and desire 

stronger than anything he'd ever felt before. Mental notes, subconscious copying of the behaviors of an 


obsessed fan. 


James was too proud to admit that that was exactly what he had become-Kirk's obsessed fan And now that 
he got exactly what he wanted, whatever Kirk had sensed within him was free. 


And hostile. 


James' groans sounded completely unfamiliar. His hands felt impossibly strong and unrelenting, as he ran them 


down the length of Kirk's thighs. His thumbs left deep indents in their wake. 
He parted from Kirk another moment, a webbing of spit connecting his mouth to Kirk's plump, lush lips. 


"This is your last chance," He groaned, no more than a low whisper, with his forehead pressed to his 


guitarists. "are you sure this is what you want?" 
He muttered a tiny ‘mhm' and tried to kiss him again, but James dodged him. "Answer me." 


His command and his authoritative tone went straight through him. He had to squirm in James’ lap just to 
stay sare. "Yes." 


"m can't fuckin’ contain myself. | don't-..| can't. | cant anymore." 


"Don't try." Kirk begged, sounding weaker and more pathetic than he hoped to. James’ breathing quickened again, 
and before another moment could pass he fell deeper into his lap and rolled his hips forward. The sound it 
ripped out of James’ chest was completely unplanned but truly telling, 


"Oh, god, you have no fucking idea what I've dreamt of doing to you." James moaned, finally tangling his fingers 
into his curls and wrenching his head back to drag his teeth down his neck and into the hem of his shirt. He 
tugged it, leaning his own head back to get a view of his enormous black pupils. James’ perfect teeth, the teeth 
he'd imagined leaving behind picturesque bite-marks all over his skin. Tainting the untainted. Claiming the 


unclaimed. He could do little more than to suck in a few more gasps of ‘oh my goa! and ‘holy fuck’, but 
managed to string together another breathy beg-" Tell me" 


Soon Kirk's shirt was being torn over his head and James' hands were on every inch of his body. He had to 
make sure he saw his own hands in frame with Kirk's perfectly smooth skin or he might have thought this 
was another daydream. "I wanted to press your fuckin’ face against the glass in that Vegas hotel, hold you by 
your hair," James started to hastily unbutton Kirk's jeans. "..| wanted to lock myself in that fuckin’ tiny bus 
bathroom with you." 


"I tried-" Kirk started, resisting the urge to pull James' wrists away. Crowds of fifty thousand people be 


damned, he was still shy. ".| was..! was scared." 
"Are you still scared?" 


Kirk paused and thought for a moment. He didn't have the right words, he wasn't even sure what the truth 
was, so all he did was shake his head. His fluffy curls tumbled around his head as he did so. 


"If you could see what | fucking do to you in my head, god, you would be scared" 
"Show me, please, show me." 


James took in a deep breath, let his eyes flutter closed, trying to straighten his head and steady his 
heartbeat. 


You've got him now. Savor it. 


Kirk was shuddering, breathing unsteadily and flaring in goosebumps as James ran one palm back up the length 
of his torso. His fingers curled around his throat, and Kirk sucked in a thrilled gasp. James seemed to break 
down further at the sight-his sweet little guitarist succumbing so easily to the threat of being choked, so 
happily, too. The mental image of his full lips parted in such a way, with his curled lashes fluttering closed, was 


something he was never going to forget. 


He squeezed just a bit. Just enough to watch him bite his lip and grin like James couldn't see him. "Oh, you like 
that?" 


He made a soft little noise of agreement as James ran his thumb across those lips, and to his surprise they 
parted to take it into his mouth. He watched, enthralled, pulling it back out slowly. That eye contact with those 
dark, half lidded eyes was going to drive him crazy. 


Fuck, Im gonna snap. 


Before Kirk could process another thought James was grabbing him by both his biceps and flipping him onto 
his back with frightening strength and impatience. The kiss he got then was bruising, and multitasked and 


soundtracked with James hastily unbuckling his own belt. His instinct was to throw his arms around James' 
neck, if for nothing else to keep him exactly where he was. He felt James’ fingers tugging his loose jeans down 
and finished the job for him, kicking them over his socks and drawing his knees up for room. Space ample for 
James to roll his hips between Kirk's bare, skinny legs. Of course, he was in the skimpy red briefs, the ones 


James always pictured himself discarding every time he mentally undressed him. 


James' teeth latched back onto his neck and as Kirk let loose a moan that was maybe a little too loud for a 
hotel room he tangled his fingers into James’ blonde waves. James felt that maybe, he should care, especially 
considering there were definitely people on the other sides of all their walls and if he knew Lars at all, he was 
probably listening against the door, but it didn't matter for a while. If he was going to make those wonderful 


noises so be it. 


The alcohol in their veins almost numbed sensations but heightened the flash between memory, fantasy and 
reality-as James held tight to Kirk's waist and drove his hips downward hard and rough he saw his memory of 
Kirk behind the frosted glass. Between the floral curls. Naked, soft, soaking wet, shrouded in a glowing 

silhouette of steam. Maybe it wasn't as picturesque as he'd conjured up in his head, but it was more than 
enough-denim on cotton friction on a stiff hotel couch beat stuffing his hand underneath the waistband of his 
boxers in his bunk again any day. 


Kirk began to regret his attempt to impress James with how well he could handle his hard liquor when it 
started to feel like he wasn't in control of his actions any longer. Not because he was afraid or ashamed of 
what he might do, but because he wanted to remember every second of it. And he wanted James to 
remember it, too. Instead of dwell, though, he simply used his inebriation as an excuse to rattle off while 


James shimmied out of his own jeans. 


"Is this what you meant?" He sighed more than he said, trying to catch his breath in the brief pause he was 


granted. James’ brows scrunched when he got his shirt over his head, in confusion. 
"When you said you were fucked up?" A smile crept across his sweet little face. "Is this what you wanted?" 


Though he should have expected it, James truly shocked him with a sudden tight grip on his cheeks. He 


squeezed them with one hand and stared down at him, eyes wild 
"You know what | really want?" 

" mm-mm." he shook his head ‘no', as much as he could. 

"| wanna..rip these panties off you and-.and bend you over that fuckin’ sink so you can watch yourself" 

Kirk stared at him in shock and used his thankfully free hands to slide James’ wrists away from his face, and 
down the length of his body until he no longer needed the guidance. His middle and ring fingers feathered their 


way between his thighs, leaving Kirk to push his hips up into his palm. He wasn’t sure he'd ever been touched 


like that before, but he was damn sure he needed it. He kneaded his palm into the strained front of those 


briefs for a moment, teasing him into throwing his head back again, and suddenly ceasing the movement to 


keep Kirk grinding up into his hand on his own terms. 


His sweet crooked teeth behind those gorgeous parted lips. His eyebrows sewn upwards, the emanating heat of 
his skin from the quickness of his heartbeat. It was irresistible. 


And it wasn't long before James had him exactly where he wanted him-bent over the icy bathroom 
countertop with his ass against his hips. He'd dragged him over by the hair, a tight fist leading him along. 


It was so familiar, yet so alien the more he thought about it. Sure, they both stumbled into the dark little 
bathroom, and the room spun around them, but James was still hyperaware of where he was. He'd probably 
pulled red cloth down a pair of long, skinny legs dozens of times in his life, but never to Kirk's nervous giggling 
he was so familiar with. All he could do was shudder upon finally getting the image he wanted. Naked, at long 
last, arched like a cat, face buried in his forearms against the mirror. With his perfect little ass perched high 
he stood on his toes, still sheathed in his dirty white socks with his briefs stretched around his ankles. 


"Fucking god," James whined, blank in the mind, no longer able to do anything but take a mental picture. Saving 
it for later. Kirk simply froze in place but trembled, lightly, squirming. 


He bit into the flesh of Kirk's shoulder from behind, drawing a sharp whine from him, but the harder he 
seemed to bite the hotter his skin became to the touch. James felt him wriggling back against him, trying to 
make contact with James’ hips. He couldn't give him the satisfaction yet, he was too busy allowing what he'd 
cought himself up in to fill every groove of his brain with his own satisfaction He wanted to fulfill every dirty, 
filthy fantasy, but for the sake of time and Kirk's sanity he'd only strive for one tonight. And if seeing Kirk 
grin with his lower lip in his teeth in the dark bathroom mirror was anything to go by, it wouldn't be hard. 


All he had to do then was try not to come by the sight of him sucking on James' fingers in preparation alone. 
His low utterances of ‘oh my god’ and ‘fuck, me were tumbling out of him without a second thought or notice, 
but Kirk knew what he was feeling. Maybe he felt the other side of the coin, but he at least recognized the 

feeling. He was more than ready to tell the truth but he wasn't complaining when he heard James spit on him 


in addition to the saliva dripping from his fingers. 


It took laser focus to observe Kirk's face in the mirror, complete dedication to watching him gasp in surprise, 


trading out getting to watch himself disappear inside his sweet, delicious guitarist. 

His perfect ‘oh, my god made him realize why his girlfriends wanted the world to watch them fuck. Everyone 
should have heard that. Everyone probably did hear that, really, as far as the hotel goes. His short, black 
fingernails scratched at the glass until he had to grip the edge of the counter for balance, instead. 


He supposed his girlfriends were probably right about everything. 


‘Oh, fuck, don't you dare move," James breathed. His grip on Kirk's shoulder was relentless but shaky. All he 
wanted to do was fuck them both into complete paralysis, and Kirk could feel it. He decided to take ahold of the 


opportunity he saw and tease him, rather than obey. He tilted his head and watched James’ jaw clench as he 
pushed himself further back. His suddenly switched to a handful of his curls, wrenching his head back with 


alarming lack of restraint. Restraint he didn't want him to employ, anyway. 


"What did | tell you?" He barked through his teeth, right against the shell of his ear. Finally he started to 


move, slow but bruising, and Kirk's instinct was to laugh through his strained throat. "I told you don't move,’ 
"Oh, jesus—" 
"Is this what you wanted? Is it?" 


He tried to nod, but his tug got nastier and soon he was bent too far to even see his own reflection. "What 


was that? Huh?" 
"Yes!" 


Finally he let him go, and as he barely caught himself before his face made contact with the mirror he heard 


James spit again. He had to tense for a faster pace he knew was coming. 


Soon he had nearly crawled onto the counter, one thigh on the tile held in place at the bend of his knee by 
James' huge hand, fucked mercilessly with his cheek against the glass. His sweaty handprints framed his face, 
his frizzy curls, the steam surrounding his silhouette. The new angle was maddening-he felt so perversely 


nude and open-that he couldn't gain any control over his volume. 


He was sure he'd never heard him say ‘fuck so many times. He rattled off over and over, each thrust 


knocking another ‘fuck of pure pleasure out of him. 


James had lost the ability to think before acting. Entirely letting himself go he knew not what he was saying or 
doing, all he knew was that it felt incredible. 


Maybe he pictured the mirror being a window. Maybe he wanted everyone to see. 


Maybe he should have put the Do Not Disturb sign up. That indicator of sex. He should have felt apprehension, 
shame even, maybe, but he didn't have the wherewithal. He just wanted to watch his twin axe come and he 


was willing to do anything to get there. 


James’ hand found Kirk's on the glass, and without hesitation Kirk held onto what he could of his fingers. Laced 


together in another halo of steam. 


It shot a wave of pleasure straight through Kirk's abdomen for reasons that were beyond him. The sweet 
gesture, combined with James closing their gap and dropping his forehead against Kirk's back was enough to 
bring him close to the edge. 


"Oh, fuck, fuck, l'm-" 


He started to squirm, meeting James halfway with each thrust. The tiny movement nearly made James' knees 


buckle. 

"| wanna-..| wanna watch you." He mumbled. He offered a small, sweet kiss on his back before leaning away 
again Never slowing down, in fact, maybe he was snapping his hips forward even harder, he tugged his head 
back one more time to watch him. 

It was gorgeous. So sweet, so cute, so purely ecstatic. His eyes rolling up and fluttering closed, his core flexing 
to keep him upright while he took his weight off his hand to cover his mouth. He couldn't catch it in time, too 
busy pummeling into his own hazed orgasm to pull it away. He would next time. 

He buried his face into his back and hugged around his shoulder, maybe out of primal instinct to keep him 
exactly where he was while he came so hard he saw nothing but black, maybe from something else. He wasn't 
sure. 

Remembering how drunk he'd gotten, the static of his vision and the headrush, Kirk was suddenly limp against 
the mirror, craned at the neck. While struggling to catch his breath he was interrupted again by his own gasp 
as James left him once more. He was too exhausted to try and protest, so he didn't. 

He wasn't sure how much time passed before James’ voice startled his eyes back open 

"Hey." 

"Hey," he rasped. 

James handed him a warm, wet wash rag. 


When had he ran the sink? 


Kirk did nothing but snort and roll back over, stretching some crackles out of his spine. He sat at the edge of 
the counter with his elbows above his head. It was adorable. 


James' eyes shot down and so did Kirk's arms. "Hey! Don't-don't fuckin’ look at me." 


"Don't look at you?" James laughed. His jeans were pulled back up though undone and his hair was wild and wet. 


"I think you have some bigger complaints on my behalf to worry about." 
"Shut up." 


"Make me." He grinned. 


Kirk frowned and launched forward, planting another kiss on his mouth. Maybe it had only been a movie credit 
reel since he'd gotten to do that, but he was glad he got to do it again. James grabbed him by the face and 
kissed back 

He was a little afraid he wasn't going to do that. And he got chills when he did. 

Again, unsure what it meant. He'd unpack it later. Maybe after he finally used that washrag. 


When they split again, James laid a peck on his sweaty forehead, to incredibly sweet reception A beaming, shy 


smile. Dimples and all. 

‘Oh, give me a fuckin’ break" James rolled his eyes and finally left the bathroom. 
Thank god, it finally felt like James again. 

"Hurry up in there, | think I'm ready for that pizza" 


Yeah. James for sure. 


